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; THE GOOD OLD SHOW AGAIN! 

“WW hatever is said detrimental to Poor Pa’s nature, it cannot .be asserted that he lacks energy. Unfortunately, he bubbles over with it. His finger 
must be in every pie, so to speak. An event like the Lord Mayor’s Show has a magnet like influence on him, and draws out all his good points. His 
: outribution to the Show this year took the shape of a beautiful car, on which were represented ‘types of English character. Iky Moses, McGooseley and 

“pa were the persons engayed in the interpretation of the scene, and their appearance was greatly appreciated by the assembled spectators.’’—Tootsit. 


AT THE “ RED COW,” IN ANCHOR AND HOPE ALLEY. 


WHEN James IT. skulked out of the kingdom, he left 
behind him his old friend, the Ruftian Judge Jeffrevs. The 
mob heard of the Papist King’s escape with indifference, 
but they thirsted for Jeffreys’ blood. 

At the first alarm the judge had by night quitted his 
lodging at Whitehall, and, stealing down to Wapping, con- 
cealed himself until such time as he could escape beyond 
sea, He, who at the “ Bloody Assize" had boasted that his 
face was brass, was compelled to disguise himself, for every 
hand was raised against him, 

This wretch, marked down for destruction, was rather 
above the middle height, “his complexion inclining to tar, 
and of a comely appearance. His face showed bri-kness, 
but mixed with an air which might breed a suspicion of 
some little lurking maiice and unpleasantness, He had iw 


IN A FINE FRENZY ROLLING. 


~ AY 


it pleased hin to terrify or conciliate, Some say he was 
bloated by intemperance.” 

To begin with, the runaway judge shaved off his fierce 
eyebrows and dressed himself asa collier, intending to ge 
to Hamburg by acoal barge, “which pretended to be bound 
for Newcastle, spies being ordered atsal ports.” ; However, 

PTAtlon will not came t Wi the mate gave private information to the authorities 
2 Par my Hagging Mie “Stay! At last! Jove! what a “A bumper to the immortality Alas! that sublime idea has now ficd pecting the man, Jeffreys slept on board another ship close 
‘ sublime idea 1" staring me in the face, and——" beyond recall. at hand, but next day was rash enoush to venture on shore 


ws 


— 


\ 


Sus- 


en? 


mot nede his appearinee ata little ale-house, with the sign of the 
ied Cow, in Anchor and Hope Alley, near King Edward's 
Stairs, where he ealled fora pot of ale. He was in his sailor's dress 
sod with asadors capon, and he put his head out of window tu 
verge arom 

As duck would have it, there passed by at that moment an 
Hnhappy scrivener, whom, in the plenitude of his power, the 
riflien jude had bullied and threateued with punishment, © 1 
shall never forget the terrors of that urin’s face while I live,” he 
had saudat the time, and now he started at the ominous recollec- 
tion, Jettrevs seems to have recognized the scared lawyer also, for 
he femned acough and turned to the wall with the beer in= hi- 
Matvulas forthe once death dealing judge, his own hour 
The serivener, shouting at the top of his voice, pro- 
Claimed his secret te the erowd. Arash was made, and it) was a 
wonder he Was not there and then severely flogged and hanged, or 


hand 
had come! 


even LOPO to pieces ; 
before the Lord Mavor, He was taken in a coach, guarded by 
Pinnderbusses, ag immense crowd gathering round the Mansion 
House wheo he arrived, vociferating for vengeance 
Every face that the prisoners eves fell upon was the free of 
fury; every voice he could distinguish in so wild an uproar over- 
Whelmed him with reproaches, In this aniserable plight, in these 
merciless hands, with these distracted thoughts, and with the 
horror and despairin his own whastly face, he was contronted with 
the Lord Mayor, Sir John Chapman, Chapman had been his 
intimate friend, and the shock was so great that the Mayor fell 
into a fit. which proved fatal, 

It was dinner-tine when the extraordinary guest was announced, 
and Jeffreys was supplied with wine and food. It was even sug- 
vested that heamizht be smuggled away by the back door, but a 
sentleman forced his way into the room and deelwred that the 
ex-yudze was the Mavor’s prisoner, and that he must answer for his 
safe keeping with his own blood. Under the escort of two regi- 
Inents ol train-bands. Jeffreys was taken to the Tower, a furious 
rabble following and surrounding the carriage, waving beth and 
halrers. ¢ Por the Lord's sake keep them off!" he cried, in a 
frenzy of fear, 

When it was known that he was a prisoner, the women of the 
West began tomarmur loudly for vengeance against the hanging 
judge, and demanded that he should be sent to them helpless and 
Hoarmed to have vengeance wreaked upon him, While in prison, 
asmallovster barrel was sent him, “| see,” said he, “have some 
But, on being opened, the barrel was found to con- 


Pa halter was not necessary, for Jeffreys died in prison 
of an agonizing complaint from which he had long suffered. 
» * * * * 
A NARRYTIF OFF STRAINGE AN ORFLE EVENTSES. 
CHUAPP. I, 
NUE SEARIES, 
an now a horribul thing iss aboutt too apen, a pore ole woomann 
iss acominn slong carrying off a basket aoa Rumbereller, Billiam 
saishe tustdye. weearalay inn inn wate, luke outt fore oror 
onn orror cep nex weak, 
(Nert week, © A Freneh Detective.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
a 
%.° Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped enrelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stam ps, 


* 


I's rea'ly a curious circumstance, VEPE ; We cannot explain it 
atall. The Mouldy One tenders his thanks to you, Yim. But he 
haswt the leisure tocall, Your letter is libellous, W.F.; Weeould 
net insert such a thing, The wrath of aman whom we highly 
cateom On poor SLOPERS head it would bring, Your questions, 
Miss Jesstt, are frivolous quite ¢ You dont want them answered, 
we know. The Eminent fully intended ta write And ask what they 
meant hy it, Jon. You haven't the faintest ilva inthe world Hino 
SLOPER looks after them Nips, Thanks, FOOTBALLER, thanks ; 
but the Elderly One Has too much regard for his ribs. The 
sketohes you send us, A Novick AT ART, Are really remarkably 
good, Our a is complete for the present, JS. Our thanks for 
your after, F, Woop. The curious murphy were duly reecived, 
It's trulya wonder, J, Rice. The Eminent wouldwt object to it, 
Pain, Provided the lady is nier. 

——— 
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JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
= 
Overheard at the © Café Noir.” 

The Male Thing, Let me give you a small piece of this bird, my 
dear, 

Mis Wife, No thank you, dear. 

A wefui Child. Why don't you take it all, like you do at home, 
papa? 


“Is that fellow a reg'lar man about town?" “Well, T can't 
exactly say; but all E know is that his first cousin's father-in-law 
was once seen awfully boozed at a music hall matince,” 

s 


* 
1 THOUGHT, as I lovingly knelt at her feet, 
My passionate love for her told, 
She was cast, was this maiden so dainty and sweet, 
In Nature's most glorious mould.” 


Tam quite disillusioned, for now that we two 
Are mated till Death do us part, 
T find that her charms for the most part are due 
To Nature's antithesis—Art. 
se 


Mffer, Vthought Twas coins to be very ill, 1 can tell you. Why, 
last night Twas wandering. ; 

Poffer, Wandering? Where? 

Piffer. Wwmy head. 


Potter, Wimpht Plenty ef room. Tshonld think. 


but his eaprors were determined to carry him | 


and justice. | 


ALLY 


FASHION FANCIE 


SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


S.—By Miss Sloper. 


No, 446.—The “ Short Skirt League” Costume. 


SLOPER dreams a horrible Fifth 
of Novemberish sort of dream. 


Tcan 


| 
POOR OLD ALLY. | 
| 
| 


STILL LIVES. 


H 
Tom, This affair has upset me dreadfully, 


tell you. 


Jack. Just so. Regular facer—eh, old man ? 


UP TO DATE 


Jenks, Thank vou; now bring me three glusses, 


brandy very old ? 


New Watter (fresh to the business), Certainly not, sir, 


Place is of the newest and best description, 
Jenks (smiliny sarcastically), Even to the 


By-the-by, waiter, is this 
Everything in this 


waiters, T presume ? 


“ Now, you ladies who dote on the 
milftary, hurry np, horry np!" 


ZOO-ILLOGICAL STUDIES. 
The Chimpanzeagle. 


(Saturday, November 12, 1899, 


“ ENOUGH is as good asa feast," nnd we have little « 
for the man who cannot partake of the good things of ih Hie 
in moderation. — There is a tinge of humour ae 
letter of “A Sufferer from the Lord Mayor's Banquet kas 
to us telling how he paid the penalty for making a piz oth M2 
Ile says it is a mistake to refer Nuic table a.” 
hospitable board,” it should be spelt hospital. 
*s 


Laura. What is the matter, dear? 
chief into shreds, 
; ciere wet 1 ie 80 pels I 
should, Tom Allcash kissed me just now when I didn’t vx,. 
Laura, What of that, dear? ? pam die ete 
Clara, Why, I hadn't time to get my lips into position 
fr e 


* 
THE urchin's heart was full of glee; 
He gambolled like a little elf ; 
Then quoth his mother, “ Do not be 
So full of boisterosity, 
Come, honey, do hee-hive yourself!” 
* 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


* 
Mr. Shoddy. Oh, my! ain't them nightingals just lovely : 
Mrs. Shoddy, Hush, my dear !—nightingirls, it YOu pleas 
Gals is vulgar, Mr, 8. es ‘ 
* 


TIMES are indeed hard at Sloper Hall. The other night the a, 
old man had to cut off his coat buttons, sprinkle 'em with p ; 
and vinegar, and try to muke believe that he was having ate, 
bust out of an oyster supper. ¢ « aes: 

. 


Overheard at the Back of the Shop. 
New Assistant, What is the price of this silk hat, sir? 
Master, Hat fora gentleman? Oh, a guinea, 
New Assistant, No, sir, it’s for a man. 
| Master, Oh! 10s. 6d., then. » « 
s 


M 


WHAT becomes of the dead donkeys, the lost dress-improye: 
the dropped pins, the men who stand drinks and don't want °t;. 
bob till to-morrow morning at 10.3, old man”? We don't keop 
question aud auswer editor on the “ HALF-HOLIDAY,” or else \« i 
tell you, | ag 


Philosopher, You mix a good deal among men, Mr. Traveller. 
and now may T inquire what name you hear used most frequents 
Mr. Traveller, What name?) Humph!—ha!—ho! Weil, { 


should say—Scotch whisky. =» _« 
s 


“AH—er, and what do you estimate that at?” remarked the 
long-haired stranger, loftily,as he entered the editorial sanctum 
and threw a small bundle of MSS. before the chief. Vhe editur 
glanced at his visitor, then at the poem, and weighing it carefy |, 
in his hand, responded, coolly, “ What's it worth ?—eh—well—er,:.. 
it’s fairly clean, the buttermau might possibly give you 4/.a pour 
for it.” *\° 


Clerk (who has been carpeted by the guv'nors), Well, gentienmn, 
I'll turn over a new leaf. 
Senior Partner, And don't forget to put a book-marker jn, 
young manu, or you may lose your place. 
s 


STATISTICS go to prove that the majority of blind men are un- 
married, This, we beneve, is not owing to any dislike on the part 
of women, generally, to espousing a husband with so dread({ui :: 
aftiction, The fault, we should imagine, lies with the men, The) 
can’t be expected to see much in girls, can they? 


* 
QuoTH he, “T love my native isle!" 
She answered, with her honeyed simile, 
“One of the Scilly Isles, no doubt !” 
Then wondered why he seemed put out, 
*. 
* 

SoME of our correspondents bother us dreadfully at times 
Here, for instance, NOVEL READER wants to know if “ Bizit 
Days,” by Forrest, refers to the period of imprisonment intlieted 
on Iky Moses by the Common Serjeant, in default of a tie. 
Really, really, NOVEL READER, this is too bad of you, write to sir 
Forrest and ask him yourself. ++ 


Jones. That fellow who has just gone by is a total abstainer, He 
looks very sad, doesn't he? Py 
Smith. That's natural enough, He never has a “simile. 


* 

“ SUSPENDED, is ‘e?” growled the old fashioned manager of an 
East End music hall when he heard the news of Mr, Charrington - 
little dust up with the Licensing Committee. “Suspended, is tiv 
Strike me biossoming pink it’s ten thousand pities ’e isn't hung 


= 
“1 USED to labour under the impression,” began Lazyman, but 
Gatfly interrupted him with, “ Dear mé! old fellow—you dont =4¥ 
so? It's the first time I ever heard of you doing any work, ashe! 
if itisn’t!” + 


Brown, Hallo! any news? ; . 

Robinson. Yes, 1 believe Mr. Hartful will be a candidate f: 
Parliament, next election. 

Brown, Why do you think so? , 

Robinson, Well, he offered to repair the church tower, ="! 
scribed five pounds to the fire brigade, joined the Oddlellos-. 
Foresters, aud Buffaloes, and offered to put up a drinking feu 
tain in the market place at his own expense, 


s 1 
THERE are some men who would make themselves happy uni © 
any circumstances. They could enjoy a salad made up of Ue 
aide curls, hair oil and the fag end of a powder-puff,  SLorel 
ain't by no means in this lay. “U stand on my dignity,” s1)> |! 
Great One. And McGooseley smiles sweetly and answeretl, Vu 
you only stand on the half-chance.” 


= 

Penley Quillington. ve just taken a hundred pounds frou |! 
publishers for that little baliad of mine, 

Sharpshins, The deuce you have! Why, | was 
it fora song! 

Penley Quillington, What? 
when—— ; 

Sharpshins. Well, old man, if you didn’t sell it fora sone.’ ; 
did you dispose of it asa plav, athree volume novel, or AW: 
Of course I will! Scotch and Soda, please. 


told youd - 


Why, who!— how !— where ~ 


* 
WHEN journalists agree to fight, 
And letters day by day indite, 
And szatter all the ink they can, 
'Twould not be very far from right, 
To call the battle “ Ink-a-mian,” 
s 3 
= tt 
Limmer, Hallo, ok man! how are you? Tow are yeu 21" 
omy y Pinine 
Trimmer. Oh! I've bought the Blue Ribbon Temperance Din 
Rooms since I saa you last. 
Limmer. Doing well? 
Trimmer. My word, yes! 
beer licence. 


Doing famous ever since Te 


=~ 
* 


“THE world was not made of a lump, Lut bit by als a | 
champ.” This was written by the latest: aspirant ed ath 


Laureatecy. But, all the same. the creature is so forset't 
never even thinks of wiping the conclusive, convinces | 
Ninon off his shoulder, and never, under any cires.. rem 
that his missisis blessed with superlative biceps, and a> 
hellows swinger can knock the Old Kent Read inte meses 


however, jy, ;,, 


should like to pinch some, , t 


to the aldermanic table a, -,."’ 


You've torn your hand}. -. 


vom tl 
Know led 
then tak 


Untort 
haeto 
way 
wesc lin 
lowever, 

Krowi 
wiuses hi 


prediction 
The sine wv 
lengthy Vif 
h topily ary 


The stor 
rood, and 
ever thing 
Fors See 


Veron bs aud 
Hise pare | 
Ceorse Bary 
Tun outofy 

\s the © 

Taw 
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by Lat 
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“esta s 


"you, 


Saturaay, November 12, 1892.) 
a 
TOOTSIE ON THE “WEDDING EVE.” 


—— 
\. Weepos. ins curious old book, called “The Court and 
ot Kang Jit Cl.) Sa} s—"* Forman was a fellow whe 
ss dwelt in Lambeth, a very 
silly fellow, yet) hac wit 
enough to cheat ladies and 
other women by pretend- 
ing skill in telling their 
fortunes, a8 whether they 
should bury their husbands 
and what second husband 
they should have; but, be- 
fore he would tell any- 
thing, they must write 
their names in his alpha- 
betical book with their 
own hand-writing. By this 
trick he kept them in awe, 
if they should complain of 
his abusing them, asin 
truth he did nothing else. 
Iwell remember that there 
was much mirth made in 
, the court upon showing 
this book, for, it was re- 
ported, the first leaf Lord 
Chief Justice Coke lighted 
on, he found his own wife's 
name.” 
We have a magician in 
William Yardley’s most 
successful adaptation of 
Bisson and Bureau Jat- 
tiot’s comic opera now 
plaving at the Trafalgar 
Sqture Theatre, built by 
Me and Mrs, Frank 
v\att—the prettiest theatre, by-the-way, there is in London, 
[his is the story: —* Yvonnette, a Brittany maiden, is the 
criter of a smuggler, and is beloved by Kernée, and, later on, 
the Seneschal. She is, however, betrothed to the first named 
tleman, and it appears that in Britunoy exists, or existed, a 
newhat remarkable custom, Which necessitates Yvonnette and 
Sornoe spending their wedding eve in the Castle of the Nightin- 
ws, inorder that the bride that is to be may afford the bride- 
com that is to be an opportunity of judging whether she has any 
Lnowledye of household duties, If all goes well, the wedding 
tien tikes place next day. é 
Unfortunately, Yvonnette’s poor pa is this very day caught in 
eact of smuggling and condemned to be hanged, There is only 
» way of saving his life, and that is that she shall marry the 
chal, But this is about the last thing she wants to do, She, 
however, consents, and meanwhile her true lover hits on a plan, 
Knowing that the old Seneschal is very superstitious, he dis- 
sises himself asan astrologer aud delivers himself of the alarming 


De iM Mooltk. Joskvu TAPLEY. 


seu 


LEONARD RUSSELL, GEORGE BARRETT. 
prediction that if he (the Seneschal) marries Yvonnette, he will die 
the sume week, The Seneschal thinks it over, and prefers a more 
vnsthy life to the joys of matrimony, Thus things are in the eud 
happily arranged, 

The story, you see, is simple enough, but the characters are all 
coud, and thouch the first mght received every mark of approval 
vverv thing, of course, goes much better now, and Levenston and 
Horner Se may congratulate themselves on producing 2 piece 

towitll ran a long while. 

‘As the heroine, Decima Moore could hardly look, sing or act 
wetter than she does, Her performance is most excellent. Joseph 
lipevsas the hero, acts with uncommon spirit, and his pleasant 
Veron is wd vantageously used throughout. As the Seneschal, Elton 
bisa peort that suits him well, and in which he is anost humorous. 
Gj Barrett as Papa Smuggler, you may be sure, gets every bit of 

HrouCof nis part, which the first night wanted a bit working up. 

\s the Custodian of the Castle, Arthur Wilkinson. is quaintly 

Ml Leonard Russell, too, as the Custom House Oftticer, is quite 
“ety the mark, and as Vatou aud Yeucensir (what funny names 
everybody has gut!) are 
very effective. 

Lut there are others who 
nid greatly the success of 
the opera whom I have not 
yet had time to mention, 
Mabel Love as Jeannette 
is much applauded in a 
petty. tustic dance, and 

fata Whynier and Amie 
Douglas score well. 

I must not forget Kate 
Chard, whose_ singing of 
“Polly up a Plum- tree” 
gets a big, big encore, and 
will be a great favourite in 
many drawing-rooms, If 
you don't know the story, 
this is it. Polly gets up a 
tree to steal and ent 
plums, The young farmer 
catches her with her 
mouthful, She, neverthe- 
less, squeals, He shakee 
the tree and she squeak-, 
and he helps her down 
and proposes marriage. 
Whether the plums dis- 
agree with her is not 
stated. 

The costumes ore very 
pretty,and so are the long 
secminzel young se 
Gitiaiteen who wear them. The 

Latimer, Toulmouche and Yvolde, is for the most part 


mie and Pfs Telbin ¢ P . 
iitstistiery! Hann, Telbin and Perkins have supplied some 


" “nd see the Py Adin 
~*e your Goat once ! 


wh 


Stueschal: Wy Eavas, 


g Eve is the best advice your Tootsie 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY 


OLD SONG. 
RE-WRITTEN BY MCGOOSELEY, 
“How should [imy trie love know 
From another one!” 
“By his nose, which gloweth red 
As the setting sun.’ 
“And what signs have told you now 
That he hastens home!” 
“Lo! the night is nearly gone— 
With the milk he'll come.” 


“Fora token is there naught, 
Say, that he should bring 2” 

“He will bear the pawn tickets 
Of your wateh aud ring.” 

*Can you say to me some word 
| should say to him?” 

“Nay ; beat him with a walking-stick 
Till you break a limb,” 


THE NAUGHTY-BIOGRAPHY OF ALLY 8SI_OPER’ 


Written by himscl’, with passing observations und Jovbavbee 
by his friends and relations.) 
CHAPTER XXXII 
TOOTSIE FIRST SEES THE LIGHT. 

THERE is joy indeed in being a parent. I myself have several 
olive branches. My children inherit many of my characteristics 
that are not altogether unknown in this wide world, 

(There's a deal sight more truth about this than you might think 
at first. Why, that Alexandry, when he was only three years old, 
puta brass button into a blind begyar’s basket and took out five- 
pence change tor sixpence. Lor’ bless you, the old ‘un won't fail 
to leave his trail behind him, you bet, my boys.—McG.) 

My daughter Tootsie was born under somewhat peculiar cireum- 
stances, At that time I was suffering temporarily from pecuniary 
embarrassment, 

A slight transaction with 2 famous loan office had resulted in 
the presence of an assertive visitor in the kitchen, who amoked the 
strongest shag tobacco, and who kept a low minded and con- 
temptible scrutiny on the front parlour furniture, 

(Oh, dear me! whata sad thing it is to think that poor dear Pa 
has been always more or less hurd up, | have since been told that 
the friend!y man in possession actually poured out my first 
draught of soothing syrup. Bob, when he has lost a bit on the 
latest Suburban, actuaily has the low minded insolence to taunt me 
with this.—TOOTSIE. ) 

1 shall never, ns long as 1 live, forget the time when the high 
class medical practitioner came down the stairs and said to me— 

“Mr, SLOPER, allow me to congratulate you. A bouncing girl.” 

A strange feeling of faintness came over me. 1 have always been 
of a keenly sensitive disposition, 

“T regard you as a friend, sir,” f said to that excellent man, 

(1 ton't know exactly the truth of it, but the varn does go that 
the Eminent actually borrowed half a bean off the old physic 
plugger before he'd been half an hour in the house—IKY M.) 

The sweet child! Never shall I fo:get the first time that I saw 
her out in the street in her perambulator. 

(I have heard say that at that particular time the Old Man was 
so bad that he actually mistook his fascinating offspring for a 
vegetable marrow ona coster'’s barrow, and wanted to buy her for 
twopence to take home to his missus as a light supper. Ounce 
more on the job.— McG.) 

That child was the joy of my existence, as she has been ever 
since, She always made her father her companion, 

Few men, indeed, ever know what it is to be blessed with such a 
daughter. 

When [ think of her, I could almost take threepenn’orth with 
rons at his expense, for anyone is made human-natured by 
belonging to the same species as thut dear girl. 

(10 be continued net week.) 


ooo 


THE LONG AND SHORT OF IT. 

WHAT time Sir Walter Scott's renowned 
Last Minstrel, in the days of yore, 

From shire to shire was slowly bound, 
While at his side an orphan bore 

The harp of which his soul was vain, 
’Twas doubtless winter; fur we're told 

That, while they plodded on, the twain, 
“The way was long, the wind was cold,” 


No Border minstrels now around 
The country tramp, but, day by day, 
From street to street on business bouud, 
Our coalmen raise a harsher lay. 
Yet, as we're marked with rabid wrath, 
The phrase whereby the bard describes 
The way worn minstrel's onward path, 
Applies not to these shrill tongued tribes, 
In modern winters, bleak and bare, 
Our coalmen, in sagacious sort, 
Take darned good care that, whensoe’er 
The wind is cold, the weigh is short ! 


—_——_—__>———. 


EDITORIAL COMMENT. 

ANYBODY could see, when the chief editor of the Ball's Pond 
Boomerang marched into his sanctum last Saturday morning, that 
“someone had blundered ” and was going to catch it. He tlung 
his coat and hat down upon an elegant horsehair sofa that had 
been sent for “review,” and rang for his two “subs.” 

“ Look here,” he thundered, addressing the wretched underlings, 
“the nex’ time | get drunk and anything of importance occurs, 
send tothe chemist’s for some bromide or some spirits of ammonia 
and sober me up. You only gave a column and a half of that 
murder yesterday, when there should have been at least five 
columns.” 

“We gave all the facts, sir.” 

“That's not enough. If you can't make a thing of that kind 
awworse than it is, you'd better leave it alone. Tt was all your d—d 
carelessness that that Hackuey Wick nrurder was a failure!” 


——_—>———_ 


WHAT A GIRL CAN DO. 

SHE can make a darkened sick room an abode of brightness, or 
convert the cheeriest snuggery into a dismal dungeon, 

She can fill your glass so full without spilling a drop, that your 
hand incurs an imputation of unstendiness directly it grasps the 
tumbler; or she can froth up an efferveseing liquid or a bottle of 
Bass to such an extent that, when it comes to serious drinking, 
there's nothing for you to drink. 

She can turn up at an appointed spot half an hour behind her 
time, wearing a flush of haste that she knows is so becoming to 
her on her damask cheek, and a smile that would thaw Australian 
frozen mutton. 

She can go toarace meeting apparently knowing nothing and 
wishing to know nothing, and vet “spot” every winner, somehow : 
but say never a word about it till the time comes for expressing 
sympathy with vour losses, in the hackneyed phrase of, “ Poor old 
bor! Why didn’t you doas T did?” 

Sheean go toa theatre every night in the week and toa matinée 
on Saturday as well,and vet retain sufficient strength to turn up in 
the morning at church, in the afternoon at the Zoo, and in the 
evening at a sacred concert on Sunday. 

She can love youso much that you'll never know it,and not love 
you toan extent that you'll never find out, 

Sut theres one thing she can’t do, She evn't—— Hold on, 
we've forgotten what it is. Excuse us while we think, 
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DOOMED! 


—>—. 


yrs, he would have all. They would call him traitor, but then 
that was only what Suciety called them, Tle would reveal to the 
‘hief! of Police f 
the plot to res- 
suc Tvanotl from 
the Milanovitch 
Vrison, where he 
was awaiting 
‘ransportation to 
Siberia and to 
issassinate the 
Governor; would 
istonnd the ane 
thorities by in- 
forming them 
how intricate and 
far-spreading 
were the ramitica- 
tions of the 
“Circle”; how it 
embraced even 
some of the 
warders of the 
very prison” in 
question, nobles, 
oftticers—even 
women of high 
rank. = All swore 
to obev the be- 
pee crews Gall 
tral Five,” even 
aut the risk—ay! Soh | | 
even at the cer- =| } 
tain sacrifice of oh 
life, the penalty A,message from the “ Circle.” 
being death, 
which would overtake a traitor as certain as the rising of the sun, 

At all events, spoken of ascertain, But Serge Dronski argued 
to himself that a man who kept his own counsel might evade that 
threatened fate, He was weary of the machinations of the society ; 
he was desperately poor; he could sell hia information for thon: 
sands of roubles if he negotiated properly ; he was a practised and 
fluent linguist—in another land, under another name, he could live 
happily upon the proceeds of his betrayal aud scoff at the Circle's 
vows of vengeance. 

_ Soin secret he sought the chief of police and told him he would 
impart valuable information if his reward and pardon were guaran- 
teed. He gave certain items of interest by way of earnest, so his 
terms were granted. No soul saw him enter or leave the house. 

__ In result, tho lenders of the Circle were arrested and exiled to 
Siberia. The plot was wholly frustrated, One of the Central Five 
was condemned 
to death, 

A mouth or so 
later Serge Dron- 
ski quietly de- 
parted for Ku- 
rope. He reached 
Vienna under an 
assumed name; 
thence Berlin, 
under another 
name; thence to 
London, under 
yet another. He 
flattered himself 
he had outwitted 
the comrades he 
had betrayed. 

One day, tak- 
ing out his hand- 
kerchief, he saw 
nu bit of paper 
flutter from it. 
He picked it up 
and read: “The 
Circle willavenge 
its martyrs.” 
Then he shud- 
fered, Still, under 
another name, he 
took passage to 
New York. One 
dav, in mid-At- 
lantic, on taking 
his seat in the dining saloon, he found a letter beneath his plate 
addressed to him. He opened it and read: “The hour grows 
nearer.” He went out to Texas, got a comfortable position on a 
cattle ranch, lived three months out of four ina dug-out, seeing 
never s human face for weeks and weeks. One morning, waking, 
he saw nailed on his deal table: “The Circle never foregoes its 
vengeance.” His life became a burden. He almost longed for the 
blow to fall and end the terrible suspense. His hand was on his 
revolver every hour of the day, that revolver under his pillow 
every night. 

He returned to New York, speculated in stocks and shares, 
mines, railroads, stores and what not. He amassed a fortune ; 
people began to talk about his wealth. This he began to dread, 
although none guessed he was a Russian, 

Then he met Angelica Faue, She was a poor governess, but so 
fair, so xweet, so child- 
like, and yet so rae 
diant. Heloved her— 
offered her his hand, 
his heart, his fortune, 

“You are so rich, so 
great,” she said; “lam 
80 poor, so humble.” 

But he overcame her 
protestations. They 
were married. Their 
wedding breakfast 
taxed even the re- 
sources of Delmoni- 
co's, They left for 
Saratoga for their 
honeymoon, In the 
silence of their cham- 
ber at the great hotel 
he gazed upon her. 
At last there was 
someone with whoin 
he need not fear to be 
alone, 

“ Angetica,” he cried, 
extending his arms. 

She threw herself 
upon his breast. 

“Tradittore!" she 
cried, and plunged a 

ager in his heart, 

Then she crept. off 
to her bedroom, and 
in the morning, when ! ; 
they told her that her husband was lying deul in their sitting. 
room, how she sereamed and wept 

There was an inquest.a de dior talk about ca epen wi 
the balcony. missing bonds. roval speeubhaters, cy dover 
miserated the sweet bride-widew, 


“Tam so poor, so humble.” 


Plunjed a dagver in his heart. 


low on te 
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“No, Tam not married yet, 


dear. My betrothed is so obsti- 
nate. Objects to Ma, Pa, and the NINTH OF NOVEMBER ILLUMINATIONS AT - THE MASHER BIRO. 
A children living with us. Very MILDEW COURT. Oh, by-the-by, I was wondering what I should go as to t)is Pay-r 
Visitor, You will give me a kiss, my little man ? annoying, is it not #"—Exrtract $ : Dress Ball.” 
Lutle Bou, Please, may Ma do it for me? trom Letter of Young Lady. “There, my dear, that'll make ‘em jealousin the West End !” “Go as a Robin Redbreast—you are just built for it.” 


©4% Mice Sloper will be delighted to receive photoaraphs from those OISTI NGUISHED PEOPLE INTE RVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—LORD MAYOR KNILL. 


of her friends who portraits have nol yet been inserted, 
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“MR. SLOPER,” Alderman Stuart Knill had said, “I leave the arrangements of the | will represent your Company, the Goldsmith's; she will head the Life Guari’s ti! 
Show entirely to you, and I know it could not be in better hands.” “ You are right, (4). My sons, Alexandry and Jubilee, await you as your Mace and Sword Beare 
ladidie,” replied the Eminent ; “1 shall constitute myself City Marshal for the occa- respectively, Come!” “One moment, SLOVER,” said his Lordship, auxivin' 
sion, and my eldest born «male) shall be your Mace Bearer.” Of course, the regular “you haven't any men in armour, have you? Don't say you have any tuet} 
City Marshal and Mace Bearer didn’t like it, maturally,—(1). And on the morning | armour!" “The whole of the ‘SLOPER" staff, my Lord,” said A, Shorr, \: 
of the 9th, A. SLOPER discovered the latter in the act of writing “No Popery !" on dignity, “are steel clad and mounted without, and night cab horses are at a premis 


No, 260.—MIss EMMELINE ORFORD. the walls of the Mansion House, “Now, my dear Lord Mayor,” said A. SLOPER, “Oh, Lor!” gasped the Lord Mayor, “ you don’t think we shall be guyed, do yous 
“My sole ambition is to win her love."— The Dook Snook. unfolding a bundle, “you will oblige me by getting inside this." “And what is “T need not remind you, my Lord Mayor,” said A. SLOPER, with increased de iH 
re i ” that?” asked his Lordship. “The dress as worn by Lord Mayors at the time of | almost amounting to iciness, “that the feast of Guy has been over for the let '" 
A fairer face ne'er charmed my love racked breast. Queen Mary.” * But——,” began the Lord Mayor. “Kuill,” said A. SLOPER, days,— (5). Oh, T forgot to mention, Mrs, Sloper will personate ‘ The City. * 
A ee a Lord hob, sternly, “you said you would leave everything to me."——(2). And his Lordship had ported by Gog and Magog. impersonated by my twin born babes, Ginetta Mar be 
“Oh, that Thad the heart to tell my passion! ; to put it on, A. SLOrER declaring it became him beautifully. “Tsay, SLOPER, is | and Boulanger Shakebacon, Forward! Glory awaits thee!" © Lead on!” gaye’ 
—The Hon, Billy, the Show all ready?" asked the Lord Mayor. “Quite, laddie.—(3), My daughter | his Lordship, faintly ; “my promise to you compels me to follow.” _ 


McPARRITCH IS ADMONISHED. 
) 


Q). “ Drunk again, Tammie !" said the Meenister. “Can ye not enjoy the nice fresh (2). Tammie resented the censure, 
weather without gettin’ drunk ¢” 


cstunday, November 12, 1892.) ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
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Marne bime- A. Becfoberker 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 
Walk up. gentlemen, walk up! November fogs affect my show in no way. The whole | more, with good old Lord Mayor Knill, The diners meet and eat their fill:—No more work, and 
e-tablisiment lit up by electricity, and feotwarmers supplied to every patron. Peppermints served | winter's here, For them, the prospect's bad, I fear:—Down went the ship—a frightful sight, 
Gat between the acts to warm the interior, Business only meant :—7he other day the Lord Mayor's | Occurring in the midst of night :—This suit adorned a youthful cub, The member of the beefstcak 
ite With great delight, received some plate :—Ere long, the game of hockey will The heart of youth | club, Word Mayor's Day is here again, with the usual attendant festivals, 
rsure fill:—The Grand Mark Lodge, the other day, Was opened in the usual way :—Once | Happy feastera and good old loving-cup!——-THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


TWO KINDS OF PLAY. 


Happy Knill! 


\\ 
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SQ WAY 


TIME—9,30 P.M. 


; * hit Rosom. Now, Algernon, I insist on knowing at 
ere vou have been until this hour of the night! 

“ | it Very sorry, bunt I had to meet Dixon at Exeter 
mrvlaw (from the country, with @ snort). Hal a low 
LTH be bonne, Up 

yl 


“Now, Master Bloggs, do you know what happened to Muses 
after he broke the Tables of the Law?" “ Not exactly, sir; but 
father says he must have got six months’ hard at the least.” : 


Y 


ese - : 
| = 
| 

She. Do you play, Mr. Fitzpuff ? 


uwlully th He (dreamily). Oh, yes! Threepenny nap, whist and sometimes baccarat ; but——” 
hi meee confounded chimney smokes, Mrs, Bloggs!" [Somehow or another, at this period the young lady becomes busily engaged with the | 
? right, if you don't light the fire.” piano. The remainder af the sentence ts, therefore, lost. 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 
The Mildewed Leffératenr was. of course, among the brilliant 


gathers 


i the proceed. 
ings on the occasion of 
the Lord Mayors bans 
quet, The City Corpora. 
tion is exeeedingly fond 
of A. SLOPER, and as the 
Mouldy One is not 
altogether unmindful of 
the allurements of turtle 
soup, to say nothing of 
the particularly excellent 
brand of champagne 
dlispensed on the ocen- 
sions, it goes almost 
without saying that he 
spent an exceedingly 
festive time, A, SLOPER'S 
speech was admitted on 
all sides to be the vei 
of the evening, and we 
can only account for its 
absence from the reports 
in the morning papers by 
the supposition that the 
whole of the reporters 
were hopelessly intox— 
bit ne, it were uncharit- 
able to conclude our seu- 
tence, o* 
* 

THE“ Sloper Warrant 
has just been conferred 
upon Mr. P. J. Rumney, of coaching fame, | Peter has thereby 
been appointed Supplice of “ Ridge’s Fond” to the Twins, and 
general joy prevails in the bread baskets of Boulanger Shakebacon 
aud Ginetta Margarine. 


THE Antumn Exhibitton of the 19th Century Art Society is now 
open to the public, whose extensive patronage the past reputation 
of the Society is aiply sufficient to insure. 

=) 


THE Gaekwar of Baroda has hinted to the Hon, Billy that if 
The Frecdom of * The Sloperies” were offered him he would accept 
it. The privileges attached thereto are of rather a frisky nature, and 
srobably Mrs. Baroda might giba bit, The only recipient of the 
canis up to now is the Shah of Persia, who was invested when he 
was over here a few years back. It is needless to say that His 
Majesty returned to his native land with the Illuminated Scroll, a 


muchly Reformed Monarch, oe 


ONE cannot help but wonder at the manner in which the Tivoli 
Music Hall has prospered under the management of Charles 
Morton, If Shakespeare had 
lived during modern times, it 
would have been unnecessary 
for him to have asked, “ What's 
ins name 2?” At one period it 
was a serious undertaking to 
gather together a decent. sized 
audience at the Tivoli, but now 
the difficulty is to find a seat 
after eight o'clock at night in 
any part of the building. That 
the manayement well deserve 
their success there can be little 
doubt. da ne hall in London 
ure the patrons better catered 
for, and the names of Herbert 
Campbell, Harry Pleon, Flo- 
rence Levey, Albert Chevalier 
nnd Kate James alone guarantee 
the strength of the lengthy 
programe, 


7 
s 


THROUGH a sndden attack 
of hiccups, the Mildewed One 
was prevented from being pre- 
sent at the Opening Musical 
Evening of the Brighton Ex- 
celsior Rowing and Gymnastic 
Club, In the absence of A, 
SLOPER, the President of the 
Club, Gerald Loder, Esq.. M.P., 
did all that was necessary, and 
did it very well. We are pleased to be able to state, on the authority 


of Dr, Whittle, that the hiccups are subsiding, and that the case is 


hopeful. ee 


* 

A, SLOPER was in evidence at the Brighton County Ground on 
Wednesday, November 2nd, gazing intently at the football match 
hetween Sussex and the Eastern Counties. 
3Pp.M. sharp, The Emineut was ch ucked at 3,45. 


s 
THE report that A. SLOPER actually dropped half a bottle of 


“Unsweetened " on the head of an aldermau in the Lord Mayor's 
Show is totally untrue, The Eminent did, owing to his having mis- 


taken a bottle of parattin for “ Unsweetened,” drop a solitary tear 


onthe bald headed inmate of a passing carriage, “Us true, but that 

was all, ALLY never wastes “ Unsweetened.” When he does happen 

todrop it, it is always, without exception, down his own throat, 
ss 


s, 
Ta Ten, that happy concatenation of sprightly librettoand tune- 


ful music, has fairly caught on at the Prince of Wales’, and may 
certainly lay claim to the 
proud distinction of being 
the gem of the autumnal 
productions, 
from the pens of Messrs, 
Adrian Koss and James 


the delightful 
has provided leaves very 


As 
sidered 


a better 
one more 


quirements of this novel 
production. 


Roberts is exceedingly 


> 


rence St. John, too, in 
better voice than 


talented trio being ably 


together being largely responsible for the general success, 


The kick-off was at 


The book, 


Leader, absolutely bub- 
bles over with fun, whilst 
numbers 
which Mr. Osmond Carr 


little indeed to be desired. 
for the cast, con- 
collectively, it 
would have been difficult, 
we think, to have selected 
company, or 

capable of 
doing justice to the re- 


Mr, Arthur 


funny, and will be funnier 
still, and Miss Phyllis 
Broughton plays up to 
him capitally ; Miss Flo- 


in ever, 
charms the ear with seve- 
ral pleasing ditties, the 


assisted by the rest of 
the first rate performers, the capital manner in which all pull 


ALLY SLOP&R’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


Iy London, roller skating seems to be gaining in popularity 
every day, and it seems possible that the days of legitimate skating 
tre actnally numbered, No one who 
hos tried rinking can be surprised at 
this store of affairs, The enjoyment is 
quite as keen and the comlort incom. 
parably superior, Whereas on the ice 
the fair sex are only seen on rare 
occasions, they, or many of them, 
almost live at the rinks, and at times 
the attendance of Joveliness even 
exceeds that of the male portion of 
the community, In opening a rink at 
what at one time used tu be the 
Lambeth swimming baths, Mr. R.G. 
Atwell has acted wisely, A first class 
skating rink has been for a long time 
required in South Lambeth, aud the 
waut is now supplied. 


THE most attractive banner in Fleet 
Street on Lord Mayor's Day was the 
F.O.M,'s, bearing the simple but im- 
pressive motto, “ALLY  SLOPERS 
CHRISTMAS HoLipays.” —How much 
those four words mean! The Family 
Bunting was slung across, as usua 
from the hospitable Anderton’s Hotel 
tu the gay and festive “Green Dragon” 
opposite, With “Clemowto the right 
of us and Warman to the left of us,” 
things humimed pretty merrily all day 


long. w 
s 


THE McGooshlick (hic) points out 
that the proprietors of the “Green Dragon,” in Fleet Street, have 
n particularly pleasant sounding name, “ George Warman and Co,” 
From the condition he and the Elder McNab were in when they 
hove in sight of Mildew Court, on the evening of the 9th, they 
must have had a good many “warm ‘uns,” many of them, doubt- 
less, with “a slice of lemon, please, missy.” 
=f 
* 
. THE Mildewed Monolith has been graciously pleased to confer 
the “Award of Merit” upon STUART KNILL, because he's the new 
Lord Mayor, “ ¥eyther,” babbled the Cerulean Orbed Common 
Councilman, “it ain't difficult to see through your little game, is 
it?) Trying to become pally with his lordship, so ns ‘e'll let yer 
down easy when you come before him after a night's beano, but, 
tnke my word for it, it'll all come to nil.” And it was more in 
sorrow than in anger that the Agéd gave his son and heir toko, 
reflecting that, after all, he was a comic journalist's offspring. 
Such is the curse of heredity. *° 


THE question of what to do with Uganda is one of irritating 
perplexity, Whilst one portion of the community advocates the 
policy of “scuttle” 
another condemns it 
roundly, and the result 
is that many states- 
men are being almost 
worried out of their 
wits. What practical 
henefit we can possibly 
derive from holding 
on to such a country 
it is difficult to ima- 
gine, We might send 
over a few of the Mc- 
Gooseley class of in- 
dividual to endeavour 
to convert the natives, 
‘us true, but in a 
countey where the 
plump missionary is 
us plentiful as grouse 
on a Scotch moor, it 
is a little doubtful 
whether they would 
be quite appreciated. 
Scotch whisky imbib- 
ing is not calculated 
to make the flesh 
tender, and the teeth 
of Ugandaites would 
have to be more than 
of average sharpness 
to penetrate the outer hide, let alone the flesh, of a McGouseley ite. 


s 
WE are happy to he able to authoritatively contradict the dis- 
quieting and widely circulated reports concerning the health of the 
Ifon, Billy, who is in reality suffering from nothing more serious 
than the effects of the careless imbibation of a bottle of flat ginger 
beer. Billy is now quite convalescent, and the bath buu industry is 
resuming its wouted aspect. oe 
s 


A VISIT to “ The Elms.” Acton Hill, on Saturday. 29th ult., was 
the result of the Eminent being hurled figuratively, if not literally, 
from the earth to the clouds, Captain Martin Scott was the in- 
dividual guilty of this dark deed, and the medium was an electric 
search light of 30,000 candle power, By the aid of this powerful 
light some capital experiments were made, and electric signs, 
including A, SLOPER and other well kuoWn individuals, were 
successfully retlected in the clouds, 

* 


s 
_ Tue Chappies will, we feel perfectly assured. be delighted to 
hear that the County Council cannot extend its “improving ” and 
“elevating” policy to- 
wards the “ Friv.” 
This favourite haunt 
of Johnnydom, of 
course, possesses a 
Lord Chamberlain's 
licence, and is thus 
placed ‘outside the pro- 


vinee of the pack of 
dirty minde old 
women who would 


turn every place of 
srusement into a cof- 
ee palace or a penn 
veadine mission hall. 
A propos the statement 
that the Eminent is 
about to confer the 
“Award” upon Mr. 
Charrington for _ his 
ability in washing dirty 
linen is entirely with- 
out foundation, 


2. 

Goop old Snatcher 
has been startling the 
natives at the Gran- 
tham Dog Show, where 
he has been on view. 
Doggy men down there 
are much exercised in 
their minds as to the 
exact breed of ALLy's faithful hound. Wild omnibus horses 
wouldn't extract the secret. from A, SLOPER’s canine bosom. 
It's a profound mystery, and must ever remain so, 


aaa eee Bee ae 
14th November, 1796.—This day Tom Owen,“ Tye ¢, 


17th November, 1828.—A laughable circumstance: ; 


Saturday, November 12. 1899 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS Ev 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING NOVEMBER 19 
—— 


13th November, 1839.—This is the date of the 
running at Stuntord, On these occasions the streets, jay, - 
cl-red of intirm people and children, a bull was chised (1 ..” 
t'e town and out on to the meadows, until all being ; 
t-eir brutal sport, the poor animal was killed, cut up an 
low rate to the mob. ee aa 


ENTs 


TU, Iso, 


Oilman,” met Bill Hooper, “The Tinman,” inthe ring for, ),) 
guineas, Owen proved a resolute and steady fighter of pre i 
strength, Hooper, in striking a blow, dislocated his she, , 
being dreadfully bruised, gave in after fifty rounds. I, 
the time, was but a shadow of his former self — uy 
debauchery had spoiled him.” 


15th November, 1630.—Johann Kepler, the Gert); 
loger and astronomer, who died this day, actually and |); 
professed to believe that the earth was an enormous living « 
and enumerated the analogies he recognized between its jia:. 
those of men and other animals, oe aa 


16th November, 1850,.—Cieorge Wombwell, the « : 

menagerie keeper, was possessed of three menageries at thy. 1)... ; 
his death, which occurred this day. The cost of maint:yj:,.. ;, 
three was at least £35 a day. From beginning to end he lost), ,, 
£15,000 through mortality and disease among his animals. \,,,,. 
keys frequently died of consumption. A fine ostrich, yaly.) .. 
£200, one day pushed his bill through the bars of his caves), 
uttempting to withdraw it broke its neck. 


; I 
luxsun , 


this night, after an auction sale of household furniture, a; ; 
village of Great Ousebourne, The auctioneer and his clerk 1 
to bed in the same room, leaving some company below, wii, :.. 
so much fatigued as the auctioneer, were regaling themselves 
talking over the day's purchases. On a sudden, these wor), 
wights were alarmed by hearing the auctioneer calling out {yy 
above, “Going, going, going!" The company went upstairs» 
ascertain what was to be sold at that hour of the night, wi: 
their utter astonishment, they found the auctioneer upon ti. 
in the middle of the room going through his professional fine: 
with great zest. He was not at all daunted by the presener ui +. 
CO ate but rather encouraged, and went on selling the bedi. 
until he had sold all the clothes off his clerk, and he would j,i 
sold the bed from under him had he not been prevented by 1. 
bystanders, Quilts, blankets, sheets, bolsters and pillows—vvers. 
thing went in proper order. In endeavouring to prevent him troy, 
putting the bed up by anction, he awoke, and found that the 
leasure he had been enjoying in disposing of the goods sound 
him to “the best bidder” was bat a dream, 


18th November, 1833.—Raikes, under this date, deseniesa 


ball given at the Tuileries, to which a number of the National Guard 
were invited, “A great part of the society is, therefore, compose 
of the shopkeepers of Paris, who, even in this scene of festivity, 
do not lose sight of their own interest. It is said that a sadly 
happened to complain the other night that her shoe pinched ber, 
when her partner presented his card of address as * Shoemaker t, 
the King,’ and offered to wait upon her next morning.” 


19th November, 1672.— Dr. John Wilkins, Bishop o{ 
Chester in the reign of Charles IT., died this day at the house « 
his friend, Dr. Tillotson, in Chancery Lane, and was buried in tie 
church of St. Lawrence, Jewry. He attempted to show the poss 
bility of 8 voyage to the moon, The Duchess of Newcastic. wiv 
had herself written thirteen volumes upon speculative subj. 
meeting him one evening ataconcert, accosted him thus—* [oct 
“usppose you were able to carry me to the moon, where sam [ty tut 
on my way thither?" “ Madam,” said he, “of all the people in tv 
world, | did not expect that objection from you, who have buil! 
many castles in the air, that you might sleep every night in or 
your own, 


THE ONLY EXCEPTION. 
SHE could pass a whiving mendicant without bestowing alu-, 
She could pass examinations by the score, 
She could pass a herd of cattle without feeling any qualms, 
Ard many things as difficult—or more. 


s her dearest friend with just the coolest little nod, 
ngendering « lot of silly strife. 
But couldn't pass—it's really most astonishingly odd— 
A bonnet shop, to save her very life! 


She could 


—_——_—_— 


A DOMESTIC DRAMA. 

“GIVE me the cheild !"” a 

As the young matron spoke these words, she looked in th: 
face of Vyvian Verygreene, the man to whom three years i. 
she had given the most precious treasure of a woman's li! t 
love, and in the delicate lines of her beauteous face there wis: 
expression that told more plainly than could words of « dey 
resolve the woman had taken, 

What could it be? 

Little Gladys Irene had been uneasy all day, and now that th 
early autumnal evening was drawing to a close, and the lons 
of golden light that streamed up from below the western hori 
seemed to rest like a benediction upon the heated earit. sie © 
crying in the querulous, impatient way that brings alin tos 
mother’s heart. 

But her husband, in whose strony arms the little golden li: 
reclined, hesitated. He well knew that Madeline, in the cepts 
her love, concealed a strong and queuchless passion. This’ 
pering child had clearly come between them and dashed th 
of romance from their grasp. What was Madeline about te 
Vent a cruel revenge upon the hapless babe? Vy vian clasped Us 
little one more closely to him. 

“Give me the cheild, I say !” : a 

“Never! never, you she-cat!” hissed Vyvian, divinins ' 
terrible purpose. “Your eyes have betrayed you! 1 can re 
murder in them ; but, thank heaven! I have seen it in time tv = 
this innocent young life, ® spotless——” 


, . 


“Give me the child, you nincumpoop! 


vireo 


she’s got 2 pain in 


poor little tum-tum, and I'm going to put a hot flannel Ware's 
round her.” . 
eg 
A SOCIETY NEWSPAPER. 7 
IN noticing Mrs. de Waldteufel-Wilkins’s ten o'clock “At A 
that very up to date organ of the upper classes, High wept 


Society, had given mortal offence to Mrs. de W.-\V = 
worthy husband, for they -had damned the affair with 1 
cynical praise. So Mr. de W.-W, told Mrs. de W -W.. 
he read the report, that he would go and see the editor. «! 
his venomous life out of him, 80 he said. 

The editor was in: but the small boy who vouchsaft 
formation to de W.-W. asked, with evident personal inte” 

“ Ar’ you Wall-Tiffell Wilkins, wot 'ad the smart funkshus 

“Y-ves,” snid W.-W., wincing. 

“Well, then——”" 

“Here, let me pass, and go upstairs.” : ae 

“Waita minnit, mister, Belore you go, take a piece ot 1" 
advice. When you go into Mr, Peeviche’s room, ine ; 
corner by the door, and arm yourself with the steel in anes? 
that's a-standin’ there. | on'y tell yer this because ¢ ” 
Peeviche has got a revolver himself in his little drawe! 


1 the it 
re 


Zulu club under the orfice table, Goo on up.” pee! 


But Mr. de Waldteufel-Wilkins said that he thought I= 
course, alter all. would be to consult a respectable sober! 
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mber 12, 1692. ] 
AN ANT-TIDOTE. 


bhock assures us that the ant has a strong aversion to strong 


Saturday, Nove 


“Go tothe ant” is a say- 
ing that’s old, 

And ‘tis useful to men 
that are lazy, 

But this proverb of Solo- 
mon's will, | am told, 

Be uscless to those whu 
get hazy. 

For whenever they chance 
for a “tiddley” to 
pant, 

It won't help them much 
if they go to the ant, 


For the ant isa personage 
prim and polite 
Avoiding rum, 
and whisky, 
And therefore he doesn't 
roll home late at night 
To find that his keyhole 
is frisky, 
And so Mra. A, has no 
reason to rant 
At her mate—for he's al- 
wayga temperance aut. 


Take note! O, ye people who frequently “ nip,” 
\nd still more, take note, every toper, 
Neer does the Ant into “ squiffiness™ slip— 
And the same may be said of A. SLOPER! 
In fact, it is doubtfal (to speak without cant) 
Which is morc sober—A, 8S. or the Ant. «+ 
id feel inclined, however, to lay a bit of oddseon the latter.—kD.] 
a 


HE KNEW FROM EXPERIENCE, 

NG Spooner and his fiancée had just had a tiff,as Penhecker 
ithe room, After a few words of greeting, Spooner said, 
vont think there’s auvthing worse than © cross sweetheart, 
cohecker. doyoul” "Oh, ves," answered Pen; “you I find 
‘ [And now the engagement is broken off. 


—_>———_— 


NO GETTING OUT OF IT. 
Ir was eventide, eventide at Ball's Pond. The soft, tempered 
ht of early winter had long since melted into dusk, and now the 
ver moon, rising slowly, majestically in the darkened heavens, 
edding its calm, mellowed radiance o'er the penceful scene, 
2 down upon the eight-roomed red brick mansion, in the 
ot parton of wiieh amen and maiden sat together, 
Sue was, indeed, a glorious creature ; tall, graceful, and with that 
bedcarof linguor whieh invariably characterises the daughters 
the laut ton even the weird folds of a three-and-elevenpenny 
Kk bouse failed to effectually conceal the perfect outline of her 
ure. He was searcely less distinguished, and wore his best 
cud his right arm round the maiden’s waist. Nay, nay, 
r, look not thus shocked; the absolute propriety and 
ense Of decorum 
wh has ever charae- 
ied this journal is not 
be ruthlessiy violated 
they were engaged, 
brief thirty minutes 
Voursearcely fled since 
bright young ware. 
meetin had laid) hime 
{ literally, and his 
hiv forty shillings 
Iratively at the No, 7 
beowdered suppers of 
Pwithetip, the 
iicest, fuirest and only 
1 dbuachter of 
Monet nt house, 
Tir lovers spoke not, 
‘oare times when the 
mplete silence is 
elognent than 
his was one of 
Suddenly a sound 
the suilnessof theapartment, Ah-tischoo ! ah-tischoo! again 
im. A sneeze, an unmistakable sneeze, and coming from 
ul the thick curtains shrouding the window, 
ra moment, the strong man looked at the maiden, she had 
'stthtly, but she did not exhibit the slightest fear, did not 
nx to him as he had expected, nay, hoped she would. -Her 
ess cave him courage, and, nerving himself for the effort, he 
forward, drew aside the curtain, and disclosed—her little 
: Then Agatha fonnd her tongue. 
, dear,” she said, gently, “yon mustn't be anery with 
ald. it is not his fault, you see pa and ma are go par- 
Mn the youngest of seven, you know, and all married 
owing chietly to. pa's forethought in getting Reggie to over- 
“fae proposals, You don’t know what a lot of bother it’s 
tor Regie fully understands the nature of an oath, and 
ofus would ever stand being fooled.” 
And itwas a thoughtful and “fairly hooked” young man who 
hed home that evening, wondering whether any existing hire 
esting company made a speciality of eighteenpenny instal- 


brandy 


wibt much worse.” 


———— 
GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
No, 72.—Susie STANMORE, 
1. 
~, THE boom-loving people 
« ) Of Yankeeland dete 
% That a stigma most deep'll 
<i Attach ¥ the name 
G OF each affluent Briton 
Who doesn’t incline 
From his country to flit, on 
_A trip o'er the brine— 
Yea, who doesn't (ha, ha!) go 
Right gaily to ther 
Busy town of Chicago 
To see The World's Fair! 
IT. 
N Ow, We see no good reason 
Why globe-trotting cranks 
Should not gaze, if they please, on 
This boom of the'Yanks, 
But remember, good knight, ere 
J hou journevest there, 
W e can show thee a sight here 
,Which licks The World’s Fair! 
When toth’* Friv.” thou repairest— 
W hen at Stanmore thou starest— 
Then deny, if thou darest, 
That thon'st: seen THE WORLD'S 
FAIREST! 


LITTLE INNOCENT! 
“MR, INKSLINGER, you write for 
"Dish | anaes the papers, don't you ’Y “Yes, my 
Lean pivent on friend of yours,” “Why 2" “Because pa 
Your friends puffs, and Lm awl'ly fond of’em.’- 


ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


—~—_ 


TRAFALGAR SQUARE THEATRE, October 30th, 1892, 
DEAR ALLY,—W hat shall | say?) Beggar that Lam, my vocabu- 
lary is too limited to supply me with the desired jawbreaking 
vdjectives which | feel so necessary to give anything like adequate 
expression to the depth of my overflowing gratitude (that is not 
quite original, but as near as I can tix it). I ean now understand 
what Wellington must have felt when he palled oi the Waterloo 
Cup. When next we meet in Trafalgar Square or Low Street, | 
will break the monotony of the proceedings by shouting. IL have 
already found the back way into the dear children’s money box, 
and as far as two of * Unsweetened ” foes, I'm your Moses.” Your 
beautiful landscape now hangs over the frying-pan in our front 
parlour, where it shall remain as long as we can seep the brokers 

out. Till that ever-ex pected day, 
WM. ELTON, 


T remain, yours great-fooly, 
SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 
No, 139.—HE SueEps Trerce. 
SAID the little footpage to the Looby, “ Good sir, 
My Liege Lady enjuineth of me 
That I ask thee, for her, if hereafter the Ter- 
Sificator Regine thou'lt be.” 
And the look of the Looby grew puzzled and dazed, 
And he said, “ May | humbly inquire 
What thou meanest by that?" Then the youth was amazed, 
But he answered, “The Queen's versifier.” 
“Ha, ha!” said the Wreck, “then the question is popped! 
But, before I reply, | must think 
(With much prayer and much fasting) what course to adopt. 
Take this farden and get thee a drink !" 


When the stripling had gone, ALLY SLOPER with care 
Took a book worth ita value in gold 

From his shelf; but, alas! he was all unaware 
That the tome was two hundred years old. 

And he read it, and said, “If I tackle this job, 
A cool hundred a year will be mine ; 

And.I'll yearly get treated—ha, ha !—s'elp mo Bob! 
To a tierce—yes, a tierce of good wine ! 


“Now, that perk. makes my qualms disappear. For, when two 
Or three powers against Britain combine, 

Then the souls uf our fues with wild verse thro'and thro’ 
I can pierce—o'er a tierce of good wine! 

If perchance by some Fawkes Up To Date shall be made 
A conspiracy foul and malign, 

*Gainst himself and his gang I can hur! a tirade 
Very fierce—o'er a tierce of good wine ! 

When ‘tis meet. that to Prince, or to Princess, or Queen, 
I should Christmas cards send, I opine 

I can clip some old songs from some old magazine 
With my shears—o’er a tieree of good wine!” 


Then the youth, having squandered his farden, returned, 
“Tell the Queen that the post honorary 

1'll fill, not because of the screw to be earned, 
But because of that tierce of Canary!” 

“Cry you mercy, good sir! But you're surely aware,” 
Said the mealy-mouthed messenger lad, 

“That the tierce of Canary no Laureate e’er 
Since the time of Bob Southey has had 2” 

Then on SLOPER’S glad face fell a shadow of gloom ; 
Then he wailed a wild woebczone whine : 

And ke booted that messenger boy from the room, 
And his tierce they were tierce of hot brine! 


—_>_—_. 


BE IN TIME. 

THERE is no doubt in the Sloperian mind that London just now 
is terribly overdone in the matter of French and Italian restau- 
rants, Along our West End thoroughfares, in particular, you'll 
find one cropping up in every thirty or forty yards, and with times 
none of the best and a long winter just setting in, extravagant 
diners are fewer than usual, a combination of circumstances not 
calculated to fill with joy the heart of the continental restaurateur. 

Mons. Jules Bonbon stood at the door of the Café de Risotto, in 
Oxford Street, with his hands plunged deep into his empty pockets. 
A drizzling, depressing rain was falling ; everything seemed deso- 
late. Seuted on the kerbstone, drumming a tune with his broom- 
handie on the bottom of his inverted shovel, was a little street 
orderly boy. He seemed to have nothing in particular to do. but 
that did not distress him. He'd only got to “fill out” his eight 
hour day and hop off home, and that didu’t need much head work. 
But, somehow or other, the boy's idleness seemed to irritate Mon- 
sienr Bonbon, and he said— 

“You don'd zeem to be fery busy, my poy.” 

“Nor you, either,” promptly returned Buster, which momentarily 
silenced the Gallic grub-provider. 

“You zeem a shmart boy," hazarded the restanrateur. 

“Oh, J'm smart enough !” the boy replied ; “J dessay I could 
give you a hint, too.” 

“ah?” 

“Took ‘ere; jest round the corner there's a 'orse slipped down 
on the ashfelt an’ broke two of its legs.” 

“Well?” 

“Well, put on yer ‘at and ‘urry round; you'll jest be in time for 
the prime cuts.* 


“RESPITE, RESPITE AND NEPENTHE 1” 
world is ours of woe and care, 
ots of griefs we're doomed to bear, 
Losses, croaser, sturt ani strife, 
Y oung and old will find in life. 
S ome are sad, beeanse to gain 
I, ivelihoods they strive in yain. 
QO thers, labouring day by day, 
P ine beneath a tyrant’s sway. 
FE. vil fate makes some men's livcs 
uined by unwifely wives ; 
undry wives are driven by their 
ruel husbands to despair. 
ope deferred doth many a heart 
ack with an unceasing smart. 
dle sons inake sires distressed. ; 
ires unjust make sons unblest. 
T rue love's devious course destroys 
M any a youth and maiden’s joys. 
A Il terrestrial folks, in fine, 
S till must ‘neath some burden pine. 
ence, terrestrial folks with glee 
O ught to learn the fact that we, 
L ooking with prophetic eye 
IT n our magic mirror, spy— 
D rawing near—a rich and. rare 
A nodyne for all their care! 
Y es, and what that anodyne is 
S hows this meek acrostic !— Finis. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


DEARLY as he loves his wife, SLOPER says that his “TTALF- 
HouiDAy ” is a much better half than his other “better half.” 

WHEN ALLY visits 2 friend's honse, he never par(t)-takes of the 
refreshment offered to him. He takes the blooming lot. 

TO mention concisely both the number and the sex of Mnemo- 
syne's offspring, one should call them the femi-Nine Muses, 

WHAT Pat O'Flaherty said when he saw the Lord Mayor on the 
Ninth: “Paix, a-Knill-ezant gintleman !” 

CURIOUS thing about the ease of Neill, the poisoner. First he 
was Cream-hated, and then he was hun, 
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a 
SLOPER’'S SELEOT LIBRARY. 
THE LADY ELFRIDA. 


(A Stony or Tne CRUSADERS.) 
—— 
CHAPTER IX, 

“ALWAYS glad to Sco you—alone,” ssid the Baron, as he led tne 
way into the banqueting hall.“ What ho ! more wine,” he called, 
“and make your- 
self at home,” he 
continued, as he 
bustled about to 
seo that Sir Mont- 
morency Was COoIn- 
fortable, 

Sir Mont mo- 
rency quaffed a 
beaker with a sigh 
which was not 
unobserved by his 
father-in-law. 

“ My dear boy,” 
said the old man, 
“matrimony is a 
serious matter, 
isn't it?” 

“Well, I sup- 

se 80,” said Sir 
Montmorency. 

“ Don't disguise 
it from me,” said 
the old man, “I 
feel I owe youan 
apology. I knew 
what you’ were 
rushing into, but 
self-interest made 
me silent. Be- 
sides, you'd have 
paid no attention 
to me what- 
ever. You were 
as anxious to get into it as I was to get out of it. How does my 
lady daughter behave?” : ‘ 

“Tam afraid she is not happy. She scolded vigoronsly one day, 
and since then I have done all I could to make her forget the 
wordy warfare, but she holds her tongue,” 

“There's comfort in that while it lasts. She most always talked 
when here, as did her sainted mother, Tell me, has she hit any- 
one vet?” 

“Not that T have heard.” 

“Ah, that is to come. But it is as nothing with you vet. 
Think what | suffered while her mother and she were both alive, 
It was awful. I'll tell you what it is, young man,” said the aged 
Baron ; “had I not been a fool | would have travelled, and if you 

are not a fool 

you will travel 
now, L dilly- 

dallied till “1 

was too oldand 

fat in hopes 
that the temper 
re of the missus 
would) mend, 
but my waiting 
was all in vain, 

It got worse 

and worse, just 

as the temper 
of your missus 
will.” 

“It is nota 
comforting 
thing you tell 
me,” said Sir 
Mout morency, 
with a sigh. 

“LT know it; 
but it is as well 
to know what 
is before you. 
You would not 
have taken my 
advice had 1 
given it you 
before you were 
married; take 
it now, when 
you should 

know by a limited experience that it is valuable—travel.” 

“But how?” 

“Join the Knights Templars. 
fight the Pagan.” 

* But [ don't have any quarrel with the Pagan.” 

“Bah! what of that? Has any of the Templars a quarrel with 
the Pagan?) Not one. Every man and mother’s son of them have 
quarrelled with their wives, They waut a rest ; that's what's the 
matter with them,” 

* But Elfrida may not beas you assert she is, She may improve.” 

“Oh, all right ! try to improve her, by all means, but don’t blame 
me if she knocks you down in course of the experiment, Tell her 
you called on me, and that I am quite happy now ; tell her that as 
2 step towards her im- E 
provement. Tell her 
that an aged friar 
lives here, and that 
the holy man has in- 
structed me ina new 
method of taking it 
with hot water, a little 
lemonand sugar, Tell 
her that, just to soothe 
her, If it has no 
effect, travel, if you 
are not fatally in- 
jured in the interval.” 

“{ must hie me 
home,” said Sir Mont- 
morency, with a sigh, 
“To Worset® he 
shouted, as he - 
emerged from the 
doorway of the 
donjon, 

“Adieu, Sir Mont- 
morency,” said the 
Baron, as he clasped 
his son-in-law's hands, / 
“Come to see me ere 
you depart forforeign 
lands, as depart you 
must.” 

“'Tis asad outlook, 
and not what — had 
hoped from marriage ; 
but U fear me your 
advice is of some . 2 
moment, Twill think of it, and if nanght eise is practicable, I 
will adopt it. Adieu, good father-in-law.” 

Ce be contanned newt week.) 


Led the way into the banqueting hall. 


Quaffed a beaker. 


Go ont to the Holy Land and 


Ti.e Baron's instructor 
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THE “F.O.S." PORTRAIT GALLEKY. 


No, 281.—Mk. Dick DUNN, F.O.S. 

“We have little doubt but that those of our readers who we 
fullowersof ‘the sport of kings’ will instantly recognize the above 
portrait as that of the leviathan bookmaker, whose fortune ex- 
ceeds the wealth of Croesus, beside whose colossal transactions, 
those of the greatest of our merchant princes sink into miserable 
insignificance. Our hero inherits the spirit of gambling from his 
paternal progenitor, wlio was chiefly remarkable for the persis- 
tency with which he expended his every shilling in backing wrong 
‘uns. Young Dick, however, was an observant youth, and rapidly 
formed the opinion that as taking the odds did not appear to be 
asource of wealth, laying’em might be pursued with some advan- 
tage, Arraying himself, therefore, in the fearsome garments 
peculiar to the ready money bookie, he stole off one afternoon to 
a nemhbouring race meeting and shouted himself hoarse in the 
fristocratic atinosphere of the halfaiollar ring, returning home 
with sufficient ‘ready’ to pay ont the broker's man from the 
ancestral halls, It was during this early portion of his career 
that he became acquainted with those choice phrases and elegant 
methods of expression Which, combined with his own natural 
cloqnenee, have since gained for him the proud title of the 
“Chesterticld of the Turf! Chiefly because he always allows 
ALLY a point over the odds, he was created F.O.S,, and the 
‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to him August 27th, 1892 ."— 
Dehrott Improved. 


He. You've got another dog, Miss Farthingale. What made 
you part with the old one ? 

She Ol, Lonly like playful little puppy things, When they 
are grown up Tdon't care for them a bit. 


Pill Butcher, Say, Chorley, if you can pnt a colour on my 
trotters same as you've got on thabeye of yours, [im your man 
for a penn’orth, 5 
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y 
Ay 
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HARMONY IN SOLITUDE. 


op his hat in the palatial hall of hisown domicile on his return from the Lodge, and, 


ferocious aspect, He started back in alarm and astonishment. 


“I'm surprised, sir, at your audacity! Do you know I am 


your paster 2" “Are you? I put threepensh— (Ate! )—in tie 


ad ees platesh on Shunday. Lendsh me tuppensh of it to haveadrinksh.” ” 
Loudvn ; drinted by DaLéikL LuvTks, at their Camden Pr 4 1 


ess, High Strevt, N.W., aud Published by the Proprietor, GILBERT DaLéikb, at “ 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY,. 


GOOD BUSINESS. 


First Fair One, What's become of your son, Mr. Nicker ? 
Nicker, Ol! I've started him up North in the undertaking business, 
Second Fair One. Are His prospects good ? 

Nicker. Pretty well. He's well in with all the doctors of the place, 


(1). Tt was somewhat late on the night of November 4th, when Mr. Swillbut hung , villain, rendered desperate by the fact that the candle had set fire to his gariw' 
Mu A > began to discharge his firearms,—(4). Then ensued a wild scene of fire and hav: 
taking up his candle, ascended the staira,—(2), Hardly had he reached the first | as the contestants waltzed madly down the staircase.——(5). And, wrapped in tu 
landing, however, when he found himself face to face with an armed burglar of | and profanity, continued the deadly struggle upon the mat.— (6), And it wis 0! 
. ” hy (3). But next after Mrs. S. had emptied a bucket or two of water upon the battlefield that «! 
moment, the quart or two of “old Scotch" beneath his waistcoat inspired a desperate | Swillbut realized ihe ee that he had been cnguged in a& superfluous atl 1 


valour. “Fve got you, you burgling thief!" he roared, as he seized the nefaric digni i inary Fi November zy efully prepared |) 
intruder by the throat” “Abi * Weald soa? Foto, ‘ents Ss Rink yeenin | undignified strife with an ordinary Fifth of November effigy, carefully prepa ) 


IN CONFIDENCE. | GIRLS SLOPER'S 


N 


(Saturday, November 12, 1892, 
ee 


ved @ penny). Hi, oy", r, 
and Martin's to nickelplato aj...) 


Disgusted Shoeblack ( just recei 
there ain't no bloomin’ profit 
n‘orth of Day 


Tourist. You seem happy enough, my man, 
as, | Man. Oh, yes, ’cos we leaves our mis«is at 


his own olive branches for the commemorative celebration of the morrow. 


Colonel Curry Powder, Now, then, sit, 
are you going ? 
Old Gent. Don't try to bully. 


he Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C.—Saturday, Novembor 12, 1522 


“On 
vere set ¢ 
Jrom plea. 
dreadfully 


